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assure him, as a critic with a wide and catholic circle of acquaint-
ances, that costermongers do not talk like that, even when they
are crying their wares. Persuasiveness is the note of the coster in
private conversation; and though in addressing the public he
may be stentorian, he is not necessarily unmusical even then. If
Mr Danby were a real coster, and were to rasp his customers' ears
as he rasped mine nearly all the evening except when he was
singing the plantation song, he would go home a bankrupt. Mr
Shine, with an equally prominent part, makes fun quietly and
with a certain grace and handsomeness which, even in the
thinnest parts of the play, protect the audience from being
worried. Mr Danby should take the edge off his voice, and
provide his grotesque humor with a background of human feeling
and expression, however superficial. At present he discounts his
fun and amusing feats of activity by that callousness to gratuit-
ously harsh sounds and ugly sights which makes all the difference
between the style of an opera comedian like Mr Rutland Bar-
rington, for instance, and that of a music-hall "comic."

There is another feature common to Morocco Bound and most
entertainments of its class against which I venture to protest. The
authors of these works are nothing if not preternaturally smart.
It is their boast that there is nothing heavy or Shakespearean
about them. Why, then, are they licensed to bore us with elabor-
ate plots and "expositions" thereof which would not be tolerated
for a moment from Shakespear or Goethe? In Morocco Bound
there is a plot involving the most complicated family relation-
ships. It is of no use, of no interest: it is tedious, inept, unpardon-
able; and yet the characters stand there fruitlessly trying to ex-
plain it for five minutes at a time as if it were the most succulent
dramatic poetry, or the most incandescent comedy. Even if the
explanation were successful, and left me in complete command of
the fictitious reasons for the presence of Miss Agnes Hewitt,
Miss Jennie McNulty, and the rest, I could quite well dispense
with them, as I am perfectly willing to accept the company of
those ladies without asking any questions. But when the explana-
tion is totally unintelligible, the last excuse for pestering me with
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